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Ottilie came in from the next room to see if he
wanted anything. Finding that Goethe was still
in sleep, she moved quietly away.

The figure which had taken shape in front
of the poet slowly became visible up to the bust.
The poet dwelt on the features and delighted in
the vision. What shoulders! what a bust! And,
altogether, what a wonderful shape ! The beauty
for which the poet had felt hungry in his youth
had appeared before him in life, a little in one
woman and a little in another, some features
here and some features there, and had attracted
him. In the court of the Grand-Duke, beauty
of many types had passed close to him. He could
know it sometimes, but most times not. With
a longing for experience unsatisfied in the conven-
tional circles of Weimar, he had fled to Rome for
freedom. There, in a warmer climate, with a freer
people, he had sought the warmth of woman's
companionship; sought it and found it. The
women of Italy were like the marble statues which
her great sculptors had made in the past brought
to life and moving. He had seen them and
touched them ,and held them in his arms. Ex-
perience did not quench desire, After some time
of this "holiday he had returned to Weimar. The
which he had seen in all those women